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	1. Chapter 1

There is a layer in hell where there are bagpipes playing.

It's a fucking funeral, not a wedding, why does there need to be any music at all? So the constant bombardment of visions depicting the final bloody moments of his partner getting mowed down by a truck can have a soundtrack?

Detective Dean Winchester sighed, the long awaited breeze hitting his flushed face just right. Cassie loved the Miami sun, figures they'd all be baking under it on the day of her funeral. She also liked to make his life a living hell.

Cassie had always joked she would put her grave on the top of the tallest hill she could find in a flat state like Florida, then make him carry her coffin up it. Dean smiled as he trudged up the hill with three other people that loved Cassie.

As the pastor spoke, Dean stood along side with the rest of the homicide division in crisp uniform. He could feel sweat dribbling on his forehead but he couldn't feel the heat any more. Not while watching them lower that box that had his partner in it into the ground.

A killer once tried to bury Dean alive, he knew how cold it was down there.

He leaned in so his shoulder was a breath away from brushing against his brothers.

"Man, when I die," He whispered under the layer of bagpipes "cremate me, it's warmer."

Sam gave him a glance out of the corner of his eye, but didn't say anything.

Cassie's mother stepped forward to toss dirt on the coffin. More like staggered, staggered is really the word to use here because she ended up collapsing at the edge of the grave.

Here she was again. Not ten feet away was the fresh dirt of her husband's grave. Here to bury another.

Dean swallowed, but the lump in his throat stayed where it was.

"How's the case against Cassie and her dad's killer going?" Dean asked as he and Sam made their way back to the impala.

"It's open and shut Dean. His lawyer wanted to make a deal but Lu's so confident he turned it down, he wants to go for the death penalty." Sam replied.

"Well, that's good to hear but, man, quit calling him Lu! He's Lucifer! Big bad Lucifer that storms into the room like a terrible vampire movie with his henchman shuffling weakly behind him."

"Hey! The henchman is standing right here!" Sam scolded.

"Oh like you didn't know what you were getting into when you accepted the job."

"Sam! Dean!"

Both boys turned to see Bobby stumbling down the hill towards them. His round gut poked against the buttons of his Lieutenant's uniform. Dean smirked, he could see him beginning to huff from here.

He stopped at the bottom of the hill and gave Sam a respectful once over.

"Gotta say boy, it's good to see you in that uniform again."

Sam managed a smile. "Yeah, well, don't get use to it. It's going back in the closet when I get home."

Bobby grimaced. "Still, it was nice enough for you to wear it."

"Bobby's right Sam," Dean made sure his gaze met Sam's. "Cassie hated seeing you in a tie almost as much as me." He tried to crack a smile but it died on his lips.

Sam cracked one for him.

"I just wanna make sure you boys are okay." Bobby turned to Dean. "I know what it's like to lose a partner."

Dean gave a solid nod, swiping at his lips with his thumb as if to wipe away the frown.

"I'm fine Bobby."

He didn't have to look at Bobby to see he didn't believe him.

"Well, we gotta go, Sam has a case at four. I'll see you at the precinct Bobby."

Dean turned to get in the car when a startled grunt from Bobby made him turn back around.

"Wait, wait. Did I just hear you right boy? You're going back to the precinct? Today?"

Dean cocked an eyebrow. "Well yeah. Why wouldn't I?"

"We just buried your partner Dean. Don't you at least want to take a day?"

"I took four days Bobby. Today's number five. I'm ready to get back." He turned back to open the car door but this time Bobby reached out and grabbed his forearm.

"No, no, now as your lieutenant I insist that you at least take the rest of the day off."

"Come on Bobby, all I'm going back to is an empty cabinet of booze. Just let me shoot at something."

"You can shoot at something at the gun range. I don't want to see you back at your desk at least until Monday."

"Bobby come on!" Dean wined.

Bobby, however, was already trumping away towards his own vehicle. He waved Dean off without even giving him a second glance.

"Big ol' Bobby's right Dean-o."

Dean jumped, whipping around to face the voice and even reaching for his gun but clenching his fist when he was presented with the image of Gabriel wrapped lazily around his lanky brother. Sam easily hung his arm around Gabriel's shoulder while Gabriel played with the buttons on his uniform.

"Losing their partner, the way you did, would muck up anyone's mumbo-jumbo. Best to stay home so you don't put innocent lives in harm's way."

Dean growled. "First of fucking all, my partner is dead can you please refrain from molesting my brother for one day. Second of all fuck you. My mumbo-jumbo is just fine, I'm going to work whether Bobby wants me there or not."

Dean nearly ripped open the Impala's driver side door and shoved himself inside.

Sam sighed, then turned to Gabriel. "See you at home later?" He asked softly in his ear, then kissed the lobe.

Gabriel nodded against his lover's chest. "Don't let my brother keep you too long. I know he can really live up to his name sometimes."

Sam chuckled, then pecked Gabriel on the lips. "Love you."

"Mmm, love you too Sammykins."

Their chins tilted, as if to go in for another kiss when the Impala's horn jerked them away from each other.

Sam groaned. "Maybe going back to work will actually improve his mood."

Gabriel's face sunk slightly. "Uh I highly doubt that."

Sam cocked an eyebrow, before he could question him further the horn blared again and Sam rolled his eyes.

"Fine. Fine. I'm coming."

Dean dropped off his brother at the courthouse. Sam was still straightening his tie. Dean chuckled when he scrambled out onto the steps with his underwear sticking out from beneath his suit jacket.

Dean arrived at the precinct some time later. He'd driven home and changed into jeans and a leather jacket there. His golden detective shield and gun hung low on his hips.

His journey to his desk was littered with somber faces, pats on the shoulders from officers he didn't even know, and meek "I'm sorry's" from some he did. He walked onto the fourth floor expecting to see Cassie's empty desk. Instead his stomach sunk for an entirely different reason.

The elevator doors opened to reveal the desk already full of clutter. Case files, coffee cups and personal items like picture frames already farmed the desk.

Dean only gave the desk a single glance before he stormed right across the floor straight to Bobby's office. He heard a few intakes of breath cut short and one small "uh oh here we go" from Joe as she slipped Cassie's funeral program into her desk.

"Please tell me you did not replace my dead partner with someone else before they even finished burying her."

Bobby looked up from his desk. The paper in his hand slipped from his fingers and onto the surface.

"I thought I told you I didn't want to see you until Monday." He bit back a roar.

"Yeah and I thought you knew me better because everyone else knew I'd be here. Now why the fuck is there someone already at Cassie's desk?"

"It's not what you think."

Dean slammed his plams down on Bobby's desk.

"Oh what is it then? Are you psychic and you knew Cassie was going to be dead so you put in a request for another detective a long time ago?"

"No."

"Then what the fuck is it Bobby?! Cuz it sure fucking looks like you-"

"I put in a request for a detective months ago." Bobby halted Dean's rant. "He's at Cassie's desk because he was going to be your new partner from the very beginning."

Dean took a step back from the desk, shoulders slumped.

"I don't understand."

Bobby sighed.

"A few months back, Cassie came to me and requested to be transferred out of homicide."

"What? Why?"

Bobby shrugged. "My guess? Not everyone can handle looking at dead bodies for as long as you have Dean. Anyway I told her we were short staffed already, she would have to wait until I had a detective to replace her. I found her one about two weeks ago."

For a moment, Dean couldn't breathe, he was sure of it. He felt his chest compressing and inflating but his chest felt so empty.

"She didn't tell me that."

Bobby sighed. "She was going to tell everyone, well, two days ago."

"I'm not everyone. Why didn't she tell me?" Dean demanded of the floor, his eyes boring holes into the carpet.

"Hate to break it to you Dean, but you were everyone."

Dean growled under his breath. He clutches his fists, looking up at Bobby.

"So. Who did you get to replace her?"

Bobby looked like he was about to tell Dean he had cancer. It made his stomach knot up in his gut.

"Bobby?"

"You're not gonna like this. But we had no choice, Cassie wanted to get out of here as quickly as possible and he was the first detective willing to take her place after months of searching."

"Do I know this person?"

"Well… yeah."

Bobby wasn't looking at him, his face had slightly paled from something else. Dean stared at his Lieutenant's face, trying to map out the puzzle he just slashed in front of him.

Bobby sighed, his gaze returning to Dean's lost, and apologetic. Dean stared right back at him, demanding silently a lot of things, but most importantly an answer.

The Lieutenant gestured over Dean's shoulder reluctantly. Dean gave Bobby one last look before he slowly turned around. His eyes swarmed every inch of the room for a moment, purposely ignoring Cassie's desk, like he subconsciously knew, he wasn't ready. Eventually however, they settled on the desk.

The floor fell out from under him.

A man was standing at the desk now.

Dean stared. Two crystal blue eyes stared right back.

"You have got to be motherfucking kidding me."

Dean turned around slowly, his eyes full of fiery water.

"Now Dean-"

Bobby never got to finish.

"ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?"

"Lower your voice boy!"

Dean roared, tugging at his hair with his fists. He set off in a hateful pace back and forth in front of Bobby's desk.

"No. No. You're joking. You have to be joking because if you were serious I'd have to kick your ass. CASTIEL! FUCKING CASTIEL NOVAK IS WHO YOU HIRED?"

"Yes! And lower your voice!"

"Why Bobby? I know I'm kind of an ass but come on! You know, it's one thing to hire him back but to make him my partner?"

"Sit. Down."

Bobby rose from his chair to meet Dean's roaring animal with his own. Dean's jaw twitched, his muscles knotted up, he could have charged at any moment but Bobby never backed down. So he grabbed a chair and dropped himself in it, making sure he was still fuming.

"I didn't want to have to deal with this today." Bobby sighed, sitting back down again. "But you're right I should have known better." He turned to Dean.

"Yes. I hired Castiel. Yes he's your new partner. No you can't have another partner. Castiel is here to stay so you better get use to it. Idjit."

Dean rubbed his face with his hands. "Why. Why are you doing this to me Bobby?"

Bobby leaned forward in his chair. "I am not, 'doing this to you'. You needed another partner because Cassie was leaving, so I got you one."

"Then hire Castiel and make Jo my partner. Or hell I'll even take Gabriel! Just not fucking Castiel, please."

"Dean, I have chosen your partners very carefully. You and Gabriel are two of the worst behaved detectives I have ever met. You bend every rule, you have both been in contempt of court twice, your files, which are full of complaints and citations, weigh more than most newborn infants. You're out there cracking skulls to get answers, while half the time Gabriel is dishing out his own form of justice. The Miami zoo has his picture up on the wall. They had to clear a wall for him because they'd never had to put anyone's picture up before. So, in order to keep both of your jobs, I have to make sure you both have partners that can keep you in line. Obviously you and Gabriel cannot be partners, and Gabriel and Castiel cannot be partners because they're brothers, whether he knows it or not Castiel goes easier on Gabriel then Jo does. That leaves you and Castiel stuck together. And so help me God you will work together, or you will be out of a job, is that understood?"

By this time Bobby was leaning over the desk so Dean could feel the heat from the fire in his eyes.

Dean stared right back. That's how it went for a few moments, the two of them just staring at each other like that. Until finally Dean caved, he slammed his fist on Bobby's desk hard enough to make the old man jump and his gaze fell towards the ground.

"Fine."

"This was a bad idea." Castiel mumbled.

He couldn't hear anything, but from the way Dean stood and threw his arms all over Bobby's office, he knew he was furious.

Their eyes had only met moments before. On the surface, they were shrouded with anger and pure fury, but Castiel saw underneath the shell, hidden in the darkest part of his gaze and betrayal, and sadness. And something else, something completely different that Castiel had seen before in Dean's eyes, but just couldn't believe it would be there now.

Now he sat, with his shoulders hunched in front of Bobby. Castiel knew if he turned around he would see that vain that only comes out when he's truly angry, protruding from his neck. His eyes, too, would be shiny, like daggers.

"Nah, Cassie, he'll come around. He's just blowing off a little steam in there."

The entire department shook when Dean slammed his fists on Bobby's table. Both he and Gabriel winced.

"See, Cassie, it's fine."

From the seat across from him, Jo moaned.

"Oh please, Gabriel, for the sake of literally everyone. Stop calling your brother Cassie."

Gabriel opened his mouth to protest but shut it just as quickly with a click. "Alright I'll admit, that is in bad taste. But Cas, seriously, you don't need to worry. Dean-o is still the same Dean-o that went all mushy and gushy any time you would enter a room. That part of him is still in there-"

Both brothers turned toward Bobby's office, where the shouting match was beginning to pick up again.

"It's buried a little deep but I promise you it's there." Gabriel went on.

He rose from his chair and strutted over to Castiel, taking a seat on his desk.

"Here's the thing Angel, I am marrying that squirrel of a man's moosey brother in three months, twelve days and-" Gabriel looked down at his watch "six hours. Which means I would take it as a very big favor if you could play nice with him, because Dean is not leaving Sammy's life anytime soon, and as long as you are apart of my life, that means you're going to be apart of Dean's life too. And as a rule, Sammy's, not mine, there will be no fist fights at our wedding."

Castiel couldn't help but smile. "You're counting down the days until your marriage to Sam?"

Gabriel deadpanned. "That is all you took from that? Did you not hear a single word I just said?"

"Aw! Little Gabey wants his wedding to little Sammy to be all perfect. How cute." Jo mocked from her desk.

"The wedding is already perfect because it's mine." Gabriel shot back. "But the fist fight rule goes for you too sister, keep those manish hands to yourself."

Jo threw her stapler at Gabriel's head. He dodged with a slight tilt of his skull without even looking.

"So, Castiel, do I have your word you'll play nice with Dean?"

Castiel smiled. "You have my word Gabriel but I really don't think it's me you have to worry about."

Just as he finished his sentence. Bobby's office door slammed shut, making the whole room jolt into attention.

Dean ignored all the stares he got and practically stomped across the room. At first he simply stormed past Castiel, but then he stopped, like someone had called his name. He turned toward Castiel, but didn't really look at him.

"I'm going to get his coffee, you want any?" Dean gruffly asked.

At first there was just this ringing in Castiel's ears that made it impossible for him to process what Dean had just said. His heart thumped against his throat, and all he could do was stare until a sharp look from Dean jolted him back into reality. Castiel gulped, then started to nod.

"You take it the same way?"

Castiel nodded again.

Dean turned to Gabriel, looking him in the eye.

"You want any?"

Gabriel stuck his tongue out. "You know I don't like coffee Dean-o."

"Well I keep asking because I think one day you'll come to your senses." Dean snapped, before walking off.

Castiel started at Dean's fleeting back until it disappeared into the elevator.

"Are you ever gonna tell me what you did to make Dean hate you so much?" Gabriel quietly required.

"I made him love me." Castiel mumbled so low his brother couldn't hear him.


	2. Chapter 2

"Take the knife out of your leg and place it against your throat."

This man had been interesting to say the least. At first he'd thought that this man… oh what was his name… Paul? Nathan? It was something unattractive, maybe Keith, Keith sounds about right. At first he thought Keith would be uneventful. He looked like a slobberer. He had that uneasy feeling he'd find Keith's snot and tears all over his good silver. But so far, the man held back his dribble.

He'd been easy enough to drug. Keith had been eyeing his girls all night. Watching them from the bar, grinding against each other, lips gliding softly against clammy skin glistening in the dim lights. They were intoxicating to say the least. They allowed him to slip the drug into Keith's drink and watch from over someone's shoulder as Keith's eyes glazed over. At the exact moment they were nothing but a foggy mush aimlessly locked on grain of the bar, he swooped in to whisper in Keith's ear.

"In exactly ten minutes you will exit the bar and wait for further instruction."

Keith looked better in the neon glow of the bar lights. A dark shadow skewed his face from view, his gray eyes caught translucently on orange street lamps. It reminded him of the moon's glow showing through a cloud of pollution.

"Get in the trunk of my car."

That part always sent a warm ooze dripping down his spine. He'd bite his lip to keep from trembling but he just loved it. That crisp sound of the trunk closing and knowing he'd won.

They'd drive exactly the speed limit the entire way and would never stray from the perfect distance between the solid white line and the dotted yellow line. Stop at every red light, even stop at every yellow. All the way to the warehouse.

"Take a seat."

He'd never brought a single rope. And he'd never need to, not with what he had up his sleeve.

Gently he peeled his pants leg from his ankle revealing the gleam of the hunting knife he kept there. He took it in his hand, petting it's sleek face with his finger prints.

"Take this"

He held out the knife, and to his delight, Keith showed not an ounce of hesitation when taking the knife. He gripped it firmly in his hands, a grip that never wavered.

"Open the blade"

Keith blinked, he looked down, as if he didn't remember ever taking the knife. Maybe he didn't. Either way he didn't waste another second, opening the blade and letting it breathe in the open air.

The harsh fluorescent light looming above their heads reflexed off the face of the knife and right into Keith's eyes.

Keith didn't even blink.

Because he did not want him to.

Keith's face remained utterly still while his twisted, tongue darting across his lips. His stomach leapt at the very idea of what was going to happen next.

"Now I want you to take the knife and stab it into your leg as hard as you can."

Keith screamed of course. He was a man of the leaner, muscular sort so the entirety of the blade ended up in his flesh. Keith's hands shook, hovering around the blade. His eyes began to water, silently pleading.

"Alright"

He could be merciful, Keith would see that, he could be merciful.

"Take out the blade"

Keith let out a trembling whimper. He grips the blade and frantically begins to tug. Every tug releases a sharp cry or gasp. He giggles, watching Keith cause himself more pain and force more blood from his own vanes.

"Here"

In a false act of good will, he leans forward and rip the blade cleanly from his thigh. "Now. Take the knife and stab it into your other leg"

Keith whimpered, shaking his head, letting tears flake off his cheeks and onto his shirt.

"Keith."

His gaze shutters upwards to meet his.

"Do it"

For the first time since being forced into his trunk, Keith speaks.

"Pl-please..."

His jaw locks, grinding pearly whites together. His gaze seared into Keith's expression, causing it to twist in fear.

"Do. It. Now."

This time there was a crunch of bone, cracking under the the weight of the blade. Keith screamed, face blooming pink with pain. Once his screams turned to cries, then whimpers, he spoke.

"Now, Keith,"

Keith didn't lift up his head. His legs quaked under the flow of blood cascading down his thighs and soaking into the fabric of his jeans.

"Take the knife out of your leg and place it against your throat."


	3. Chapter 3

Dean stood brooding under the hot Miami sun, waiting in line for even hotter coffee. The rays from said star were crashing so hard against his eyes he could barley see straight.

At the same time, a pair of shiny blue eyes infected his thoughts so thoroughly he could barley think straight.

And with every thought, every single sliver of a shadow of a glimpse of those perfect blue eyes shimmering inside his head, a million different things filled the rest of him.

His heart would skip a beat, then it would hammer against his chest, his knuckles would go white and a vane in his neck would pop out.

As much as Dean would roll his eyes at Sam when he asked, shrug his shoulders and say 'man that's ancient history I don't care about him any more'

He still cared. He still cared in every way. He cared so much it filled him full of a warm, golden, rush that raced up his spine and stopped his heart and sent goosebumps up to the surface of his skin. A feeling which then in return filled him full of anguish, hate, agony, despair, something he didn't know he had, embarrassment, regret, disgust, boiling rage, boiling inside his everything.

"Sir!"

Dean jolted up from his thoughts. He took a few steps forward until the sun was blocked by the food truck.

A pimply teen, with black sweaty mats of hair sticking to his forehead, scoffed at him.

"Common man what'da want?"

For the first time in a long time, Dean didn't have to think about it, he rattled off his order without having making sure he didn't order a coffee for Castiel too.

When the teen handed him two coffees, a knot formed in Dean's throat that he found too big to swallow.

Everything felt so different. It all had changed in such a short amount of time. First off, homicide had been moved from the second to third floor since Castiel worked for the Miami PD. Jo had gone from the perky girl in blue with a ponytail wound too tight to Detective Harvelle and his brothers partner. His desk was bigger than it was before, and, it didn't feel like his. He felt like at any moment Cassie would tap on his shoulder and demand her desk back. There were moments, where Castiel felt his hair stand up on the back of his neck, as if, he only needed to listen a little harder to hear her boots clicking towards him. He'd only met the woman once, but she had a hard look in her eyes that reminded him slightly of-

"Here"

Castiel nearly leaped out of his skin. He looked up from the opened drawer of his desk to see two emeralds looking anywhere but his way.

"Gonna take it or not Cas?"

Just then Castiel noticed the cup of coffee under his nose and proceeded to reach for it.

"Thank you Dean."

Dean grumbled something and glided off towards his own desk. He let himself fall into his chair, said furniture groaning under his weight.

Castiel stared at the white face of his coffee lid. When it didn't growl back at him he suddenly looked up.

"Dean I-"

"Just save it Cas."

He deserved that. Still, Castiel bit back a small whimper at the way his heart sank into his chest.

He didn't get time to dwell on the pain because his hip bone began to vibrate.

He reached for his pager, at the same time Dean reached for his.

"New case. Let's go, I'm driving."

Dean got up from his chair, snagging his keys from the surface of his desk. After he had walked past Castiel couldn't help but smile. Somethings never change.

"Time of death?"

Charlie looked up from her clip board. "I'd say sometime last night, around three am."

Dean nodded, looking the poor sucker up and down.

The body sat slumped in a wooden chair. A chair centered perfectly in the middle of the warehouse. A blanket of dried blood flaked from his pale skin. Every so often the sun would wander in from the warehouse doors and glint against the blade of the hunting knife from its place on the floor. The mans hand just a breath away from brushing against its handle.

"We got a name?"

Charlie nodded.

"Wallet said Keith Smith. Twenty something visiting from out of town."

Dean nodded, looking the body up and down.

"Cause of death appears to be from the large gash in his throat, but if I am not mistaken-" Castiel leaned closer to the man's gaping throat, "from this angle it appears the cut could have only been made from the man himself."

Dean arched an eyebrow then turned to Charlie.

"You called homicide for a suicide?"

Charlie rolled her eyes. She pointed to a bloodily footprint near the hunting knife.

"That footprint is obviously not the victims, even from just a glance I can tell it's too sizes too big. Someone else was here. I'd say we have at the very least an assisted suicide. Wouldn't you agree detective?"

Dean rolled his eyes.

Castiel strolled very carefully over to the footprint, leaning in almost a hair too close.

"From the impression it looks as if this footprint was stomped into the ground." He raised up and looked around the pale concrete of the warehouse floor.

"I also do not see any other footprints around."

"Detective Novak"

Castiel turned to see Dean bent over, examining the man's outstretched arm.

"Come over here"

Castiel made his way over to where Dean stood. He leaned in close, allowing himself a moment to breathe in Dean's musk before looking at the corpse.

"What's that look like to you"

Dean's gloved pinkie pointed towards a small pale pink dot in the crest of the man's arm.

"That looks like a needle mark. A single needle mark"

Dean looked over at Castiel, a familiar glint to his gaze.

"Exactly. A single needle mark and from the angle I don't think he did this himself."

Dean stood up straight.

"Charlie"

The coroner looked up.

"You find any finger prints or hair so far?"

Charlie shook her head.

"Nope, not a one that didn't belong to Keith here."

Dean nodded.

"This was a homicide."

"And someone was worried that we wouldn't think it was." Castiel agreed.

"I'm thinking we test the shoe and there's going to be a million out there with the same tread." Dean goes on.

"Still doesn't hurt to try but I agree. I think our best bet is going to be to ask around, find any witnesses, see if there aren't any security cameras around this building."

"I doubt it. This part of the cities been dead for years, and anyone around is going to be too doped to remember."

Castiel pondered Dean's last statement. He let it ring in his ears for a moment and wrestle around in his brain stem.

"How many people do you think are out there behind the yellow tape Dean?"

Dean arches an eyebrow at Castiel but looks over his shoulder anyway.

Just beyond the gaping open mouth doors of the warehouse stood a crowd of sunken faces, bobbing and wading around behind the yellow police tape. Their eyes were empty or glazed, blinking rapidly and never focusing on one thing for a long period of time. Just from here Dean could tell every man and woman behind that tape smelled. Smelled real bad.

Dean could also bet he owned shoes that weighed more than all those sacks of skin combined.

"Dunno, maybe twenty, thirty people."

"I agree. And would you agree that there would be more people here at night?"

Dean faced Castiel's piercing blue eyes.

"Whoever did this knows the city. Or at least knows that none of the people who hang around this part of town will never be sober enough to ID him." Castiel went on.

Dean nodded.

"Something this thought out, either this was personal, or we're going to see more people like Keith here."

Castiel didn't want to, but he agreed.

* * *

><p>"Wait what?"<p>

Gabriel ignored his fiance in favor of petting a thick lock of chocolate hair behind his ear, then placing a kiss the bare cheek he found there.

He felt a warm hand slide over the back of his neck, thread itself through his hair then tug.

"Gaaaabe...?" Sam's voice came out as a taunting song.

"Mmm?"

Gabriel's lips trailed Sam's cheek until they reached his neck. Sam chuckled, sending vibrations through his lips.

"Gabe I need you to focus for a second."

He tugged on his hair again until Gabriel wined and pulled back. Sam gave him one last fleeting smile, rubbing Gabriel's thigh which were straddling his lap, before his expression fell.

"Gabe did I hear you right? Your brother is back?"

Gabriel sighed, knowing his exclamation would soil the mood.

"Well, no Balthy is still up in New York doing God knows what, and Micheal is back home and Lucy is right here working you like a dog!"

Sam's scowl had grown into a full grown bitch face by the time Gabriel had finished his rant.

"Gabriel. You're missing a brother."

Gabriel bit his lip, shifting in Sam's lamp.

"Ah no, Sammykins I think I know who's my brother and who isn't."

Sam pinched his thigh and twisted.

"Gabriel"

"Ow, fuck, ah, alright! Alright! Castiel is back!"

Gabriel let lose a long sigh when Sam released him.

"Yeah. That's what I thought you said." Sam gaped.

He turned to Gabriel and scowled.

"Why the hell didn't you tell me this earlier?"

Gabriel groaned, leaning forward and buring his face into Sam's shoulder.

"Because I knew when I did it would ruin the mood. So I thought I could tell you whenever I wasn't in the mood but," Gabriel sat up and met the big brown eyes boring into him, "well you know the problem I ran into there".

He got another bitch face thrown his way.

"You didn't tell me this particularly important information because you were horny?"

Gabriel scrambled to find his footing while, undeterred, Sam stood abruptly from his chair.

"Look, Sammy,"

Sam tired to barrel past him but his fiance didn't let him get very far, pressing his hands to his chest.

"Cassi- Cas, didn't tell me he was coming back until he was buying plan tickets and he'd put down the deposit on his house! When I was suppose to tell you!"

Wrong move.

"Maybe before he showed up and maybe before I let my brother go into work with a loaded gun on his belt!"

Gabriel rolled his eyes. "Oh please he'd never kill my brother."

"I might! After he what he did to my brother!"

Gabriel sighed, reaching for one of the big paws laying limply by Sam's side. When their skin brushed against each other's, Sam tired to jerk his hand back, but Gabriel didn't let him get far before he wrestled his finger's inbetween his.

"Sam. Cas never meant to hurt your brother, even so this is a matter that should be settled between the two of them, us getting involved would only make it worse."

Sam sighed, squeezing his fiance's hand.

"Why did he come back?"

"Look, Sammy we can go on and on about problems that don't concern us, or-"

Gabriel hopped up on the large mahogany desk standing next to his hip. He loosened one of the buttons on his shirt and tugged Sam's hand towards him.

"We can defile Lucy's desk"

Sam open his mouth to protest but before he could Gabriel had seized his tie and raked him forward, shoving his tongue into his open mouth.

Just as Sam began to kiss back, a voice ripped the two of them apart.

"Lucy's desk is not here for you defilement."

Sam, although later ashamed to admit it, leaped from Gabriel like a deleted scene from Bambi. He tugged his suite back into all it's rightful places and petted back patches of hair from his face.

From his place still sprawled out across Lucifer's desk, Gabriel rolled his eyes.

Sam cleared his throat.

"Hello Lu, er- we weren't, actually going to-"

"I was" Gabriel piped up with a grin on his face.

Sam sent Gabriel a small glare from the corner of his eye, making sure to keep them lowered in front of...

Lucifer smirked, arching an eyebrow at his assistant and sending a sharp glint his brother's way.

"May I ask what you are doing in my office?" He directed at his brother.

"I was just dropping off those case file-"

"Sam" Lucifer turned to him and smiled "I know, the question wasn't for you." He turned back to Gabriel. Said man rolled his eyes again and sat up on the desk.

"Can't a little brother drive across town during his lunch break to see his big brother?"

"Ah. I see. You were looking for Sam, I should have known."

Lucifer crossed his arms and sauntered over to where Sam stood. He placed a hand on his shoulder and shot his brother a look.

"Unfourchanetly we need to start going over arguments for tomorrow's case. So Gabriel, if you would-"

Gabriel groaned and pushed himself off the desk.

"Alright big brother, never let it be said that I don't know when I'm not wanted, Sammy?"

Gabriel sauntered over to his lover and pressed a kiss to his lips. Just as he was about to let his tongue snake out over Sam's lips to deepen the kiss when Sam pulled away.

"I'll see you at home Gabe."

Gabriel smiled and turned to exit the office.

Lucifer turned to Sam, a smile making its way back to his lips.

"I won't lie to you Sam, I miss the days when I had you all to myself."

Sam chuckled, grabbing a chair from across the room and pulling it over to the desk.

"He's just excited for the honeymoon."

Lucifer hummed to himself, slinking his way through the room and over to his desk. He straighten his suit before lowering himself into his chair.

"I understand, he is my flesh and blood after all, now, lets go over the case shall we?"

Sam nodded, opening up the case file and spreading it out over the desk in front of the two of them.

"Okay, so, I think we have a real chance of getting the death penalty. This crimes were racially motived and that always gets people going. So I interview Nicholas and Derch, get them to talk about the hate crimes the defendant committed against them. Then you cross examine the defendants witness, get him agitated and reveal is own racist beliefs. Which by the way how do you know the pastor is racist?"

Lucifer smiled. "I sat in when your brother interrogated him, the way he looked at the pictures of the victims. I could just tell."

Sam nodded. Lucifer leaned in.

"Now, go over the questions you'll ask to Nicholas."

Sam sifted through the file until he found the proper document.

"Uh, okay so- I'll ask him how he knew the victims, how he knew Cassie."

"You can't call her Cassie in court Sam." Lucifer interrupted. "You will have to call her detective."

Sam nodded. "Right, of course. Sorry."

Lucifer leaned in, slipping his hand over the small of Sam's back.

"It's alright" He smiled warmly, his breath trickling over Sam's lips.

Sam sat up and cleared his throat.

"Lu-"

"Forgive me"

Lucifer retracted his hand from Sam's back and leaned away.

"You can't keep doing that-"

"I know, I know, of course, you're marrying my brother. It's a familiar gesture, it's just, I forget sometimes that such a gesture is inappropriate between you and I."


End file.
